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8 _ GE DQI1RCO, an old, but amorots Made, 


AY) Had fometime kope a protty Maid, 


{E's 


_ Whom to debauch he oft lad try'd, 


Fair —_— 

But theſe with ſcorn the Girl refus d] 

Nor could his Coin prevail upon hee 
To ſell het Love, or wound her Honour; 
Old Hirco thought he ne'er ſhould dot, 
And ſo gave Oer the vain rn 


HIRCO had all his Life been one 
They call a boon Companion. = 
And in his Houſe had always Liquor 
To entertain the Squire or Vigar, 


1 ak 


Nen bene pradies Cl. XC age 
— no Head could bern. WOES: . 
an's greateſt din he eden lid; 2 

wasn 

Beliey'd that parting dry Lips was 

Of Sodom's Fire the fatal Cauſe; 

Hell's Torments he did really think 

Not ſcorching Flames, but want of Drink j 

He made it plain frorh ſacred Writ, * | WW 
That Wine was for the Stomach fit O08 ah 
And therefore he, for Conſcience ſake, 

A hearty Doſe would often take. | 

But when inflam'd with generous Liquor, | 
His Pulſe beat high, and Blood mby'd quleker ? "4 


£3 \ ; , A 


Then Fangy brought into his Arm, A | 

His Weneh dreſs'd up in all her Charm, __— * 

Her ruddy Cheeks, her well turn d Noſe, 

Her little Mouth, her Byes Ike Sloes . 
Her leſb ning Shape, her ſwelling Bubbiey 1 * 
Her Lilly Hand, and Lips ef Ruble: 
A thouſand Beauties yet unſeen, oo 4 1 ww” 
That might have tempted Saints to Sinn oo 

Made Hireo wiſh he durſt renew, ben Wd aid Re ol 

Th' Attack he once had made on d 1h! gs ñ;ĩ;ĩ⁊. 0) hes 
What pity tis, he often ſaid, WORE e bowow wo n of 
So ſweet a Wench ſhould die a Maid jo on os wht 7; 


That Swkey ſhould (and who could tell 

But that he might) lead Apes in Hell: 

But She moſt bravely had withſtood YO I, 
His firſt Attacks call'd him lewd Hiolnaqmno) ood & leh youll 
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And filthy Beaſt, and often ſwore, —_ t f A bak. 
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For all his Gold beneath his Roof, | 
If cr he talk d his fooliſh Stuff. 

Ad by her Threats old Hireo o . 
To baniſh his ill-fated Love. 


Ir happen'd on a certain Night,” 
That Hirco did ſome Friends invite; 
About the Time when oer the Nation, N 5 
Roaſt Beef and Mince Pyes were in Faſhion. 
| The ſpark ling Glaſi went briskly round, 
Each Toper bravely ſtood his Ground 
And ſwore he wiſh'd that Heaven's Thunder, 
Would ſtrike him dead, if he knock d under; 
The godly P-rFn who was there, 
Said Auen to the hearty Prayer, 
T expel the rawneſd of the Beer, 
And keep from Flegms thelr Stomach clear: 
.” Rach made a Chimney of hls Noſe, 
And clouds of Smake around them roſe, 


The Smoak the upper Reglons gan d, | 
And round the Brain the Cloud remain d. 


Bur now 'twas late, the watchful Cock, 
Had long ſince crow'd it twelve 4 Clock. 


And each Man thought, tho none had Grace 


To own it, Bed the propereſt Place. 

Here one extended on the Floor, 

In Liquor ſwam, yet call'd for more 

A ſecond fwallow'd whilt he coud,. 
But at the laſt, went out and ſpu'ds = 
Anothet roard and hoop ddl,. 
A funk road row the Ragan, and vows 
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| [Us 
tn ſpite of Men old, Ole, 
G- d da da d mn him he was ſober, 
Moſt of the reſt to Sleep began, 
Amongſt em there was ſcaree a Man 
Had Strength, but Wines and the Nrſen, 
Their Stools upright to ſet thelt Arſe on. 
With Grief the Maſter of the Feaſt, 
Beheld the State of every Gueſt 

He wiſh'd he could with all his Heart, 
New Vigour to em all impart | 
My Friends, fal he, come let's chear up, 
And briskly take the other Cup 4 

A Plague, what makes you all ſo dull) 
1 hant got half my Belly fully 
Rouſe up for Shame, my jolly Boys, 
De merry, ſing, and make a noiſe 

I've in my Cellar now a Tub, 


Believe me, Friends, of charming Bub | 


To keep it longer would be Folly, 
Tu pierce it now and we'll be jolly j | 
He ſaid, and riſing on his Lege, N 
Takes up a Plercer, cuts ſome Pegs, , 
Scizes a Tankard, thus equipt, 

Down Stairs into the Cellar Nlipt. | 
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Dur Hee Ma rin Hogs va Ba 


Her Maſter's laſt Diſcourſe did hear, 


For tho ſhe kept her Body chaſt, 


And Love unlawful would not tae, = 


Yet the poor Glrl was often dry, 


And lov good Liquor by the by; © 


And when old Hirce was without, 


. hea 


* She'd to the Tub, pull vent Pin ot? 
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And with a Straw the drunken Gyply, 
Would ſometimes ſack, till ſhe was tipfy, 
And, as ſhe never choſe the worlt, 
This Tub had often quenchd her Thirſt, 
But now ſhe found the time was come, 
T acquit her, or pronounce her Doom 
Her Maſter now muſt miſs his Drink, 

Or elſe, to Morrow he would think, 
His Crew had what was miſſing drank, 
And ne'er miſtruſt his Sade Prank i | 
Not dreaming, that by frequent Vent, 
The Spirit of the Beer was ſþent 1 

And that 'twould be but poor and flat, 
But ſhe poor Soul ne'er thought of that. 


MAN while the buy honeſt —— 
Had with it fill'd a ſwinging Tankard; 
And from the Cellar making haſte, © 
- Return'd to give his Friends a Taſte, . 
By Right Divine, the learned As, © 
Muſt on the Ale his Judgment paſs; 
He drank a Bumper, cry d, a Pot 
This curſed Beer ent Orthodox 
Took tother Glaſh and ſhook his Head, 
o fye fald he; ths flat and dead, 
As Hirco's Faith was very little, 
He never could believe each title j 
Not ev'n of what was given out, 
To be Damnation, but to Doubt: 
Much leſt he credited a Tale, Nee. 
Which & difgrac4d his cholceſt Ale, = 
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On SanQity he caſt a Frown, | 
Then fill'd a Glaſs and ſoak'd it dow h. 
But how bewilder'd did he look, 
To find that Roger Truth had ſpoke 1 | 
He fretted; 'tav'd, the Compaſs ſore, 
And cutvd till he could Curſe no more: 
The P. t on erlet, why here's a clatter/ 
Will swearlng, pray now; mend the Mattet! 
The Beer 1 do belleve well brew'd, 
The Fault's the Veſſel! where it flood | 
Or elſe the Bungehole is in Fault, 
By net being ſept up as It ought, 
Cry'd Hires 1 am elther blind, 
Or in a Moment's time Il find, 
The fatal Cauſe of this Diſaſter, 
Huey went down to light her Maſter 4 
But L--d! how filly did ſhe look ? 
Like Aſpen Leaves each Member ſhook, | 
And ſhe was in ſuch piteous Fright, 
She ſcarce had Power to hold the Light. 


MEAN while the Don b his Nuckle found, - 


The Barrel gave an empty Sound 
Surpriz'd, he cries I am undone, 

Good God! Why half my Beer is gone. 
The P. rin from above reply'd, 

Look under and on every Side, 

III hold a Crown, if you but ſeek, © 
About the Tub you'll find a Leak, 

Whit thus the Crafty P-rf-n ſaid, 

Hirco by chance look d on his Maid: 
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Diſorderd and confurd ſhe ſtood, 
Her-Cheeks were red with fluſhing Blogd, 
And from her Maſter, quick ſhe turn'd. 
Cry'd Hirco, Sukey, Ill be burn d, 
If you han't ſomeway been the Run. 
Of this, my laſt Oc ober Brewing 
Ihe trembling, on her Knees did fall, 
Begg'd his Pardon, and told him all, 

Say d he, this Tale will make my Friends; 
For want of Liquer, ſome amends z 
"Twill make em merry 1 dare ſwear 

For G-d's ſake Sir, ſald ſhe, forbeary 
Lord! hs there no way to attene, 
For ſuch a Fault) There is but one 
That can 1 think of, he reply d,. 
Ive often ask'd and you denyi 
A little Favour, if you'll grant it, , 
(And now 1 really think I want it) 
ru hold my Tongue, if you refuſe 
Ill up, and out the Story goes. 

She paus d, ſhe bluſh'd, ſhe cryd, but knew, 
Not either what to ſay or do. 
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Mau while, of Kiſſing bed hie fl, "PICs 


Nor could he keep his Finders, fill. 
One Hand upon her Boſom lay, 
Whilſt rother took a different Ways 5 
Then dn a Faggot Pile, he lad, 
The tender, yielding, lovely Mad, 


The Wench was burom, plump, and fappy; 


And fit. to make a Lover happy. 6 
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Wu rsr they in ainorous Tranſports lay; 

The P-rſ-n wonder'd at their ſtay! 

And ask'd em what they were about. 

Cry'd Hirco, Z=-ds the Leak's found ott; 

Thro' which my Nectar daily flows; 

Be ſure, ſaid Roger, ſiop it cloſe, 

Fl try, ſaid he, but on my Soul, 

k is a deviliſh ſwinging Hole: 


